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O imitatores! fervum pecus !—— Hor. 


HE following letter has given me fo 
much pleafure, that I thall make it the en- 
tertainment of to-day: and I flatter myfelf 
® it will not be difagreeable to my readers. 





Jo Mr. TOWN. 


SIR! 


» AYES in the Rebearfal frequently boafts it as his 
chief excellence that he treads on no man’s heels, that 

he {corns to follow the fteps of others; and when he is 
afked the reafon of inferting any abfurdity in his play, he 
anfwers, becaufe it is new. The poets of the prefent time 
Tun into the contrary error: they are fo far from endea- 
vouring to elevate and furprize by any thing original, that 
oT their 
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their whole bufinefs is imitation ; and they jingle their bells 
in the fame road with thofe that went before them, with 
all the dull exaétnefs of a packhorfe, 


Tue generality of our writers wait till a new walk is 
pointed out to them by fome leading genius, when it im- 
mediately becomes fo hackney’d and beaten, that an author 
of credit is almoft afhamed to appear in it among fuch bad 
company. No fooner does one man of parts fucceed in 
any particular mode of writing, but he is followed ‘by a 
thoufand dunces, A good elegy makes the little {cribblers 
direct their whole bent to fubjects of grief, and, for a 
whole winter, the prefs groans with melancholy. One 
novel of reputation fills all the garrets of Grub Street with 
whole reams of hiftories and adventures, where volume is 
fpun out after volume, without the leaft wit, humour, or 
incident. In a word, as Bayes obviated all objections to 
his nonfenfe by faying st was new, if a modern writer was 
afked why he chofe any particular manner of writing, he 
might reply, decaufe it is the fa/hion, 


True genius will not give into fuch idle extravagant 
flights of imagination as Bayes, it will not turn funerals into 
banquets, or introduce armies in difguife: but ftill it will 
not confine itfelf tq the narrow track of imitation, I cannot 
help thinking that it is more owing to this fervile fpirit in 
the authors of the prefent time, than to their want of abili- 
ties, that we cannat now boaft a fet of eminent writers: 
And it is worthy obfervation that whenever any age has 


been diftinguifhed by a great. number of excellent authors, 
they have moft of them cultivated diferent branches of poe- 
try from each other, This was the cafe in the age of .4u- 


guftus, 
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guftus, as appears from the works of Virgil, Horace, Ovid, 
&c. And to come down.as late as poffible, this is evident 
from our laft famous fet of authors, who flourifhed in the 
beginning of this century, We admire Swift, Pope, Gay, 
Bolsnbroke, Addifon, &c. but we admire each for his 
particular beauties, feparate and diftinguifhed from the reft. 


I rear Mr. Town, that my letter will appear too vague 
and unconnected ; but thefe loofe thoughts were thrown to- 
gether merely to introduce the following little poem, which 
I think deferves the attention of the Public. It was writ- 
ten by a very ingenious gentleman, asa letter to a friend, 
who was about to publifh a volume of miftellanies; and 
contains all that original fpirit,’ which .it fo elegantly re- 


commends, 


Since now, all {cruples caft away, 
Your works are tifing into day, 
Forgive tho’ I prefume to fend 
This honeft counfel of a friend, 
Let not your verfe, as verfe now goes, 
Be a ftrange. kind of meafur’d profe, 
Nor let your profe, which fure is: worfe, 
Want nought but meafure to be verfe, 
Write from your own imagination, 
Nor curb your Mufe by imitation, 

For copies fhew, howe’er expreft, 

A barren genius at. the beft. 

—— But imitation’s all the mode—— 
Yet where one hits ten mifs the road, 


The mimic bard with pleafure fees - 


Matt. Prior’s unaffected eafe, 
Affumes 
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Affumes his. ftyle, affects a ftory,. 


'| Sets every circumftance before. ye; 
The day, the hour, the name, the dwelling; 


And marrs a curious tale in telling. 
Obferves how rasy Prior flows, 


. Then runs his numbers down to profe, 


Others have fought the filthy ftews 
To find a dirty flip-fhod mufe. 
Their groping genius, while it rakes 
The bogs, the common-few’rs, and jakes, 


-Ordure “and filth in thyme expofes 


Difguftful to our eyes and nofes. 


With many a—— dath that muft offend us, 


And muche ses #e# # eee ehanan 
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©2000 6 & OO O Raley ton deflendus. 

—O Swift! how woun’dft thou bluth to fee, 
Such are the bards who copy THEE? 
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This Milton for his plan will chufé,- © : 


Wherein refembling Miltén’s mufe? «>| 
Milton \ike thunder rolls along 

In all the majefty of fong, 

While his low mimics meanly creep, © 
Not quite awake or quite “afleep ; 

Or if their thunder chance~to roll, 

Tis thunder of the muftard bowl. 

The ftiff expreffion, phrafes ‘ftrange, ° 
The epithets prepofterous change, 





Fore’d 
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Forc’d numbers, rough and unpolite, 
Such as the judging ear affright, 
Stop in mid verfe. Ye mimics vile! 
Is’t_ thus ye copy Milton’s ftyle? 
His faults religioufly ye trace, 

But borrow not a fingle grace. 


But few, fay whence can it proceed, 
Who copy Milton e’er fucceed. 
But all their labours are in vain, 
And wherefore fo? The reafon’s plain, 
Take it for granted ’tis by thofe a } 
Milton’s the model moftly chofe, } 
Who can’t write verfe and won’t write profg, 


Others who aim at fancy, chufe 
To woo the gentle Spenfer’s mufe, 
This poet fixes for his theme 
On allegory, or a dream; 

Fiction and truth together joins 
Thro’ a long wafte of flimzy lines, 
Fondly believes his fancy glows, 
And image upon image grows, 


Thinks his ftrong mufe takes wond’rous flights 
Whene’er fhe fings of PEERLESS WIGHTS, 
Of DENs, of PALFREYS, SPELLS and KNIGHTS. 
Till allegory, Spenjfer’s veil, 

T’ inftruct and pleafe in moral tale, 

With him’s no veil the truth to fhroud, 


But one impenetrable cloud. 


Others more daring, fix their hope 
On rivalling the fame of Pope. 
6U Satyr’s 
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Satyr’s the «word againft the times, 
Thefe catch the cadence of his rhimes, 
And borne from earth by Pope’s ftrong wings, 
Their mufe afpires, and boldly flings 
Her dirt up in the face of kings. 
In thefe the fpleen of Pope we find, 
. But where the greatnefs of his mind? 
His numbers are their whole pretence, 
Mere ftrangers to his manly fenfe. 


Some few, the fav’rites of the mufe, 

* Whom with her kindeft eye fhe views, 
Round whom Apollo’s brighteft rays 
Shine forth with undiminifh’d blaze; 
Yome few, my friend, have fweetly trod 
In imitation’s dang’rous road. 
Long as Tosacco’s mild perfume 
Shall fcent each happy curate’s room, 
Oft as in elbow-chair he fmokes 
And quaffs his ale, and cracks his jokes, 
So long, O * Browne, fhall laft thy praife, 
Crown’d with Topacco-Lear for bays, 
And whofoe’er thy verfe fhall fee, 
Shall fill another pire to thee, 


* Hawkins Browne, Efg; author of a Piece called The Pipe of Tobacco, a 
moft excellent Imitation of fix different Authors. 
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